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I. Metallica 


Author's Notes: 


Could only get the first done in time, but it's one everyone will enjoy, and then I'll do my self-indulgent one- 


shots. Merry Ficmas, Allie! 


Kirk sighed as he made his way over to the answering machine of the phone, scrubbing a hand over sleepy 
eyes and bedhead. He'd woken up on the first ring, but he hadn't put one of his new handsets on the stand in 
his room last night. Wherever he'd left it, he couldn't find it before it stopped ringing. 


He was greeted by the live recording of a classic Lars Ulrich rant, if for different reasons than what he was 


used to hearing as of late. 


It was, according to Lars, way too hot outside, and Kirk supposed that was true. As he became more aware of 


his surroundings as his body gradually woke up, he could feel that the air conditioner was struggling to keep 
up. 


The excessive heat index was a problem for Lars, because he couldn't go for his morning run he'd taken to, so 
he was going to the studio to work on dealing with the ‘focking shit ton’ of things they had stacked against 
them, to keep his heart from pounding out of his chest again. 


"| know you can’t go surfing yet. | don't know what else you're planning to do, but if you didn’t have anything and 
you're okay with coming in lve been feeling funny again this week, and | dont want fo be alone." 


Kirk winced as the message's ending, then checked the clock. 10:00. Kind of early. Back in the 80's and 40's, it 
might as well have been the middle of the night. But nowadays, it was reasonable for extended time off-tour, 
especially with time to tend to hobbies that were better suited for daytime. 


Days like these, under usual off-road circumstances, Kirk would have gone to the beach and hit the waves. But 
he indeed hadn't been cleared by his doctor to get back on a surfboard after the last wipeout that had 
certainly tweaked a few things, and he didn't have anything else in mind to do that would keep him from 
spending the day with Lars. 


With the chain of events over the past couple of years, Lars had taken to running more frequently as an 
output for stress. While it worked wonders at times, the recent panic attacks that left him feeling like he'd 
just been defibrillated out of cardiac arrest held him back from even daring to attempt one if his typical fast- 
paced jogs in the higher heat. 


If Lars was already feeling off now, Kirk could see the vicious cycle beginning to form inside the one that had 
already been tormenting Lars. Now, taking precaution from something that could put him in true cardiac 


distress was setting him up to feel like he was, by taking away his escape mechanism. 

Life had improved from the rock bottom they'd hit when James was in rehab, but at times, it still sucked. 
Not being able to go to the beach, Kirk would have likely decided to stay in and watch horror movies all day. 
But he'd already done that most of the week while weaning himself off the painkillers, and he did need to get 
out of the house. Even if going through legal papers probably wasn't he needed to do any more than Lars. 


At least they'd have each other. That was a start. 


A jingling of tags interrupted Kirk's sluggish thoughts as one of his two dogs shook in the hallway. They were 
undoubtedly staring the door down now that they'd heard him get up. They were already distressed enough 
that temporary injury meant they had to be locked out of his room at night, as any misbehaved jumping up on 
the bed might have made things worse. Being kept out any time beyond necessary wasn't going to fly. 


Then, Kirk had an idea. 


A little under an hour later, after getting dressed and taking care of his own dogs, he arrived at the studio. 


"You camel" Lars exclaimed, looking up from a table with several folders splayed open before him. The sight 


nearly made Kirk's head spin 
"Yeah, | came, but I'm not staying for that. And neither are you." 
Lars scraped back his chair and stood up. "What the fock are you talking about?" 


"Come on," encouraged Kirk. "We need to get out today. You more than me -and coming to the studio to make 


phone calls and go through legal documents doesn't count." 
"Where are we going?" complained Lars. 
‘Someplace fun," replied Kirk, grinning and shrugging his shoulders nonchalantly. 


Half an hour down the highway and away from the city sprawl, Kirk took a backroad exit down a hilly, forested 


state route, and pulled in at one of the county animal shelters. 

Lars looked at Kirk incredulously as he put the car in park 

"You're getting another one?" 

"No, we're just going to visit and play with dogs." 

"We came here to play with dogs? Like | just said, you already have dogs!" 

Kirk grinned. "lve already spoiled them -and will keep on spoiling them any time I'm in the house." 

"Yeah, cause they follow you around like they're focking perma-glued to your heels!" 

Kirk cracked up, blushing, and that finally got Lars to crack a smile. 

"Come on. Let's go spoil some dogs that don't have an owner to follow around a house. We're out of the city 
and under some tree cover -it might be too hot to run, but there are trails through the woods around here, 
and we can still walk. And itll be more fun too." 

Lars sighed, but followed Kirk inside. 

"Ill do it to make you happy." 


"Only because that'll make you happy too, and you know it," Kirk teased. 


Lars blushed, and finally resigned to the grin he gave when he'd been caught. 


Its perfect timing!" one of the shelter staff greeted them. "We just had a rescued group of young dogs from 


a puppy mill, and they're very sweet, but quite anxious and need socialization" 
Lars raised his eyebrows at that. 

"We'll hang with them a bit," he decided. 

"Yeah," Kirk agreed. "Is going out on walks with them good?" 

"They need acclimation to the outdoors too after lives in cages, so that's great!" 


Once escorted, Kirk and Lars were greeted with a room of six young Labradors, all shivering and approaching in 


hesitant steps, one paw held up in between, but wagging their tails with excitement. 


Kirk chuckled to himself as he saw Lars crack the biggest smile he'd seen in a long time, before kneeling down 


with him to make himself less imposing and greet the dogs in return. 


It was two they decided to hit the trail with at a time. Lars with a chocolate, and Kirk with a black with white 


toes. 


"You are so energetic!" Lars talked playfully to his dog, who had balked at the grassy trail at first, but had 


quickly taken to it when he saw Kirk's dog respond to soft encouragement. 
"You're gonna be a focking trail walking expert by the time we're back!" 


Kirk shook his head and snickered to himself. Luckily, dogs weren't like their kids, and repeating words wouldn't 


be a problem. 


They'd made it fifteen minutes down the trail, to an end Kirk had seen before. A small stream came through 
the woods there, and there was a pond hopping with frogs. 


"Look at this! What's that?" Kirk sweet-talked to his dog. "Take a look at that?" 


The black lab went racing forward, sniffed at a frog, and sneezed, just before Lars yelped as his dog tried to 
take a quick dip in the pond! 


"Hey! Nah uh uh uh -ahh! Fock!" 


Kirk keeled over laughing, barely able to keep ahold on his leash as Lars' dog jumped out and suddenly shook 


the water out of his coat, spraying him down. 


"Oh, of course you think it's funny!" 

"Hey, it cooled you off -oh, no!" 

Kirk's dog chose that moment of easy access to start licking his cheeks profusely. Caught off guard, he leaned 
backward in his bent-over position and ended up going too far back on his heels and sitting down hard on the 


trail. That made for Lars’ turn to laugh. 


| thought you said it was your arm and back, and that your legs are fine," he teased. "Are you sure about 


that?" 

"Okay, okay, okay! Kirk chuckled as he reached up and pet his dog to distract him from licking, and used his 
free hand to wipe his face off. "Whew! Alright, lets go back before they get too tired. Its not much, but small 
steps for them." 

"And us too," said Lars. 

His chest felt free of all tightness. 

"Ready to head back?" Kirk asked, once the dogs were up. 


Lars shrugged. 


"You know what? We have time. Let's get two more of them and do it again!" 


